THE  TRAIN
"What did I say?" Faina seemed surprised.
"You said 'How silly3; he was giving you an order.
And you said 'How silly3."
"Heavens above! I wasn't talking about him! I was
talking about the male nurses!35
"Even if you disagree about the order ..."
Suddenly the train gave a lurch, a glass fell with a
clatter on the floor, the door banged and would have
closed if Danilov had not stopped it with his shoulder.
"Ah!" exclaimed Faina, and her eyes flashed. "Did
you feel that?3'
The train shook more violently.
"Comrade Commissar," said Fa'ina, "I apologize of
course. Fm not a novice and should know discipline.
But take into consideration that I am a woman and that
I have nerves as well as anybody else."
She listened. She wanted the train to shake again.
War is war after all, isn't it?
They had supper. The train crawled along slowly,
half-heartedly, now and then stopped altogether. The
highway with the retreating troops disappeared in the
background. One could see the suburbs from the
windows: huts and orchards and meadows hedged in.
A country house gleamed in the distance: four smoky
white walls without a roof and the empty eyes of windows.
A village could be seen in flames and a cornfield behind
it—smoke pervaded the air. The soil was dug up in
trenches. Hardly any human beings about. The train
shook almost uninterruptedly. And through the noise
of the wheels one could hear the uninterrupted din of
bombardment.
Julia Dmitriyevna stood in the dispensary looking out
of the window. So this was the land which the enemy
was jgoing to take—Pskov. She knew Pskov. She had
relations living there, and had stayed with them when
she had been a girl. She had driven from the station in
a cab, because there had been no trams then; now they
fm>bably had them. The lindens had been in bloom,
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